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Par, It's You. 


Author's Notes: 

Hil This isn't historically accurate, as Joakim has all his tattoos he has now, even though he's twenty. | dont 
own Sabaton or the bandmates, and don't mean any harm by this! (If I did own them, I'd be writing a LOT more 
fanfictions!) 


Joakim was pacing. He was half an hour away from turning 20 and when the name of his soulmate would 
appear. He was careful to distance himself away from anyone, worried about who his soulmate would be. He 
nervously glances down at his left arm, not spotting any new tattoo of someone's name. He wanted to call Par 
but remembered that Par was younger than him, and would know just as little as he did. At the age of 
nineteen, everyone was required to take a class about the soulmate system. The name of your soulmate would 
appear on your arm somewhere, and you would feel a slight attraction to them. Of course, the soulmate was 


only a suggestion, and you didn't have to go with it. 


When Joakim glanced at the clock again, he only had five minutes. Five minutes until his life completely changed. 
He glances at his phone, seeing three messages from his friends about how excited they were. He reads each 


carefully. He looks at the clock on his phone.. and stares down at his arm, where a name was scrawled in black 


lettering. He slowly sinks to the ground as he texts Par. "Come here now. 


Fifteen minutes later he hears a crunch of gravel as Pár's truck rumbles to an abrupt halt in his driveway. 
Quickly shutting off his truck and darting out the door, Pär sprints into the smaller red barn, and rushes to 
his friend who was sitting on the concrete half. Par crouches next to his friend and embraces him. "Is it 


because of the mark?" He asks, already knowing. 
"Yeah," Joakim croaks, hiding his left arm under his jacket. 


"Is it someone you know?" Par asks, still embracing his friend with his head on Joakim's shoulder, his hair 


splayed everywhere. 


"Par... it's you." Joakim moves his arm from under his jacket, revealing the "Par Sundström" written in a 


slightly sloppy hand with ink as dark as pitch. Pár blinks quickly, not immediately realizing what that meant. 
"Does that mean..2" Par trails off on the thought. 
"I'm sorry.. | know you don't feel the same way but I've always had a thing for you and-" 


"Joakim," Par interrupts. "I love you, too. | always have. Ever since we met. Whenever we went on road trips 


and | would cuddle with you? You think they only had one-bed rooms available?" 


"| always wondered about that," Joakim says, smiling faintly. "And you'd always make bacon in the mornings. My 


favorite.” 


"Yeah.. now, are you ready to tell your parents?" Par asks, helping Joakim to stand. Joakim nods and smiles, 
hugging his friend again and leaving a quick kiss on his cheek. Par laughs and walks with Joakim to the house, 


where Anna was waiting worriedly. 


"Joakim," she says, relieved. When Par had driven in so quickly she was scared that he was in danger, but by 


then Par was out there and she trusted Par. "Did you find out who..? 


"Yeah... it's Par." Before his mother can react, he pulls up his sleeve to show her the name. "Hell of a way to 


learn I'm gay." 


Anna smiles. "I still love you, Jocke. No matter what" She turns to Par. "You better take care of him, because 


if you don't.." she allows the threat to hang, causing Par to squirm under her intense gaze. 


Joakim hugs his mother and tells her goodbye, and jumps into Pár's truck. He literally had to jump, as Par's 
truck didn't have any running boards and it was quite tall. Par was used To jumping in, so he was giggling at 
Joakim's first failed attempt. He gets it the second time and slides into the passenger seat. "How many times 


have | asked to get running boards?" He whines. 


"Not enough, apparently," Par fires back, turning the key and hearing his truck roar to life. They pull out of 
the driveway and drive to Pär's small house on the edge of town Par had a spare bedroom that Joakim had 
slept in many times. Par even had a bunch of Joakim's clothes in the spare room's walk-in closet because 


Joakim spent so much time at his place. 


"What do you want for lunch, Joakim?" Par calls from the kitchen When he doesn't get a response, he 


ventures into the spare room. "Joakim," he calls. 


"Yeah?" Joakim asks, poking his head out of the closet. He steps out a moment later just wearing a pair of 


Jeans. 
"Coming out the closet. Clever. | asked what you wanted for lunch." 


"| didn't do that intentionally. But how's a BLT sound? You make really good BLTs." Joakim slips on a black Yngwie 


Malmsteen shirt as he was speaking. 


"| make really good everything," Par replies, smiling. He walks from the room into the kitchen with Joakim in 


tow. "You make the bacon how you like it and I'll get everything else." 
"Alright! Hand me a pan, please." 


Without a word, Par opens a cabinet above his head and draws out a medium sized pan. He passes it to Joakim 
and starts to prepare the bread. Par suddenly gets an idea. He grabs his phone from the charger on the table 
and grabs his small speaker. He links them through Bluetooth, and soon a mix of Metallica, Megadeth, Blind 
Guardian, Helloween, Manowar, and Iron Maiden was playing from it. He hears a light sizzle from behind him as 
Joakim lays bacon onto the pan, so he walks to his refrigerator to grabs lettuce and tomatoes. He grabs four 
large tomatoes and a head of lettuce. He cuts the tomatoes into slices, and lays half of the slices on a small 
plate and sprinkles salt on them. He places the tomatoes on the table and layers the rest on the now crisp 


bread. He adds the tomato and looks behind him. "Bacon almost done?" 


"Yeah. Bring the sandwiches over here." Par takes the two paper plates over to the counter on the right side 
of the stove, laying them down. Joakim takes a pair of tongs from a drawer and lays four strips of bacon on 
each plate. Par had also brought over another small plate and Joakim put the rest of the bacon on that plate 
and turned the stove off. Par takes his BLT and the plate of bacon and sits at the large wooden table against 
the west wall. Joakim quickly joins him and sits down directly next to him. Both bite in, chewing in silence. Until 


Joakim compliments the food, of course. Par just rolls his eyes and keeps eating. 


Ten minutes later, after they had cleaned up the kitchen, they moved to the couch to watch TV. for a while. 
Before they turn the T.V. on, Pär disconnects his phone from the speaker and shuts both off. He was hanging 
with a friend, he didn't need people bothering him. 


An hour later, Par nudges a snoring Joakim. "Wake up," he says fairly quietly. A few seconds later he lightly 


punches him. "Wake up," he repeats, louder. He stands up and walks into his room to grab the air horn he 


keeps in there. He holds it about five feet from Joakim's head and presses down on the head. The sudden noise 


rips through the room, and Joakim darts awake, cursing. 
"WHY WOULD YOU DO THAT, YOU EVIL MAN?" Joakim yells after a few seconds. 


"You were snoring and you need to call you mom. Make sure that she knows you'll be staying here tonight. 
Might want to call your dad, too, while you're at it" Par tosses Joakim's phone to him, as he had left it on the 
table. "I'm going to take a shower, try not to break anything." Par grabs the clothes he had laid on the bed and 


heads to the small bathroom. 


"Let me apologize in advance if | do," Joakim says, smirking. He dials his mother's number and puts the phone 


to his ear. It barely got through one ring before she picked up. 


"Why is the water always either burning hot or ice?" Par wonders, deciding to take the hot. It was cold outside, 
after all. The heat might help him warm up. He double checks that his hair isn’t in a ponytail (he often forgot 
if it was or wasn't), and steps into the stream of warm water. He was working the conditioner into his hair 


when he hears a loud THUD! that came from the kitchen. "Joakim, you good? And didn't | say to not break 
anything?" he yells after hearing a tiny shriek after the thud. 


"Yeah, I'm fine," Joakim says a few seconds letter, his voice cracking slightly. "Just a stupid chair." 


Par starts laughing, unable to stop himself. "You hit a chair? A chair that can't move on its own? A chair that 
you didn't push in?" Par slowly sinks to his knees, laughing hysterically. The water washed some of the 
conditioner out, but he didn't care at the moment. 


"You're so mean,” Joakim whines. Par can imagine his pout. "It's not my fault!" 


"Yes, it is!" Par gasps between bursts his hysterical laughter. "You're too lazy to push it in | hope this teaches 
you something!" he struggles back to his feet and runs his hand through his hair 

All the conditioner had washed out, so he shuts off the stream of water and grabs the two towels he had. He 
wraps one around his hair and dries himself with the other. He throws on a pair of jeans but realizes he 
forgot his shirt. He opens the door, the colder air of the dining room hitting him square in the face. He shivers 
and heads to his bedroom, passing Joakim, who was playing on his XBox now. Par stops dead. "You told me you 
didn't know how to work that," he says slowly and the game, Minecraft, stopped immediately. Joakim slowly 


turns, smiling awkwardly. 
"| lied," he says, laughing nervously. "| conveniently forgot the controls.. every time.." 
Par sighs. "You're absolutely impossible, but | still tolerate you. Just." he trails off, laughing as he walks off 


and grabs this shirt from the bedroom. He slips it on and returns to the living room, where he sits next to 


Joakim and grabs the second controller. "Game on" 


